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attitude which, though not distinguishable in form from
the attitude held by a thousand others who had the same
trick of clasping their hands before them while they
talked, was yet her own, having upon it the mark of her
character, the unique imprint of her grace. Thus she had
sat long ago, when she was a child. He saw her long, black-
stockingecl legs, her wrists thrust forward out of Siittoned
cuffs, her lon^ hair, divided at her neck, hanging vertically,
a double curtain to her face. Thus she would sit now, he
thought, but while the image was in his mind she said
without turning:
"Now we've escaped, Lewis, there's nothing; either of
us can say." And when he had crossed the room and was
standing behind her, she added: "It's because we haven't
really escaped, isn't it?"
"Yes, Julie."
"But if it weren't for me, you might escape. It's possible
for you—even now/*
"To become indifferent?"
"To the casual things—yes. To make a world of your
own that the world can't touch. O Lewis, my dearest'one,
if you knew how little I want to burn and torment and
destroy you," she said, turning towards him but not look-
ing into his face. "I want peace, for you and for me,
and, if not for me, then still for you. Do you remember
that night at the Castle—Sophie's birthday—going in to
dinner. I felt suddenly that because you had come into
Holland I wasn't alone "any more. It was all peaceful in me,
then. And in the months since, it has always been easy to
pass to and from you—to you when I needed you, from
you again when I chose. Perhaps because I'd known you
ages ago, I had set you apart from other men—and I loved
you in a way, and I teased you, and I loved and I teased
you because you were aloof, partly — a challenge, I
suppose."
She was trying to laugh, to speak easily, as if of easy
things, and Lewis touched her shoulders to check and
steady her. "Why should you tell me this now?" he said.
"It's useless, Julie."
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